146                WOOLLT JAKE
He'll fight yon on de squar,
And enjoy de holiday scamper, But a shot in de back on a lonely track
Am a dreary sort ob damper.
"We hid behind de barn
Whar Massa kept his colt, But de troopers dey smelt us out,
And I started to make a bolt. Den Jake cry out, 'Hold on!
And I'll see if dat prayer am good.' ' But,'  says   I,  * better  hurry! You can pray as we scurry,'
And we ran like hares for de wood.
" But 'twarn't no manner ob use.
Dey cotched us mighty quick, And de Capen he up wid his lash,
And gabe poor Jake a flick. And he say,c Jes string him up,
De picaninny viper! And gib him a score ob de best on de raw!
We'll make him pay de piper.'
"Den Jake he flops down quick,
As de long lash o'er him hisses, And he cry : * Dear Lord, f orgib
Me all my precipices, And lead us not, dear Lord,
Into de ole plantation ; And dat is all I know, but, Lord, Dy mercy show,
As de Boss ob dis creation.'